FREEDOM'S BATTLE

officer of the Assault Guards, had been killed by Fascists while
standing arm-in-arm with his wife at the door of their home. The
connection between these two events was not difficult to establish.

We took the first train back to Spain. Madrid was charged with
electricity* Various Right-wing newspapers had been suspended
for the barefaced effrontery with which they accused the Prime
Minister of being almost personally responsible for the death of the
principal leader of Spanish Fascism. A meeting of the Permanent
Committee of the Cortes, which took place two days later, gave an
opportunity to Opposition members to launch a broadside attack
on the Government. Sefior Gil Robles made what was undoubtedly
the most insolent and aggressive speech of his whole political
career. It was interspersed with Biblical phrases, one of which,
reproduced the following morning in the reactionary press, was
afterwards found to be a warning to the conspirators that the
decisive hour was approaching. Over that meeting the threat of
violence hung like a heavy cloud.

Government circles, however, remained confident. On Friday
the i yth, the Socialist members left Madrid as usual to tour the
provinces during the week-end, and to take part in the various
propaganda meetings organized every Sunday by the Party to
counteract the intensive demagogic campaign of the enemies of
the Popular Front. It so happened, as we had not been expected
back from London so soon, that no arrangements had been made
for me to speak anywhere. Thanks to this, I escaped the fate of
many of my colleagues in the Parliamentary Group who found
themselves in rebel provinces when the revolt broke out, and
were immediately shot by the insurgents. This was, the reason
why the Socialist benches in Parliament, which before had been
the fullest, were, when the Cortes met again during the war,
almost half empty.

With the strong conviction that that week-end would be the last
that I should enjoy in relative quiet for many months, and having
no meeting on the Sunday, I left Madrid for France, where my
wife and children were spending the summer in a seaside place
near the frontier. Before setting out, however, I obtained official
assurance that there was nothing to indicate that it would be